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fir your ^cation Shots 



• Any one of these nifty cameras is a winner. 
Any one is fun to own, easy to use, and takes 
fine pictures. Just right for vacation days- 
gives you a priceless record of your good 
ife... times and new friends. See these cameras at 
wr „ your Kodak dealer's. 
J. Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester 4, N.Y. 



East 



4 Brownie Hawkeye Oorti^^-New 
jji smooth styling, clear overtsize view 
M finder— a cinch to load and use. 
// Takes 12 black-and-white shots on 
W Kodak 620 Film. Camera, $5.50. 
1 Kodak Photo Flasher, $1.55. 



M\ 






Kodak Duaflex Camera— Big, brilh^ftT, 
Wr.Li ii vt?l finder shows you your picture 
big ani Sea*. Takes 12 pictures, 2}{ square, 
on a roll of Kodak 620 Film. 
With Kodet Lens, $12.75. With focusing 
Kodar //8 Lens, $19.85. Flasholder, $3.33. 



Brownie Flash Six-20 Camera— Makes 
splendid snaps "right around the clock." 
Two-position focusing helps you get 
sharp, clear negatives (size 2'4 x 3l£). 
Camera, $11.75. Flasholder, $2.92. 



Prices include Fee/era.' Tax. 
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, HAT TRUCK PRIVER 
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AY, Mr. Burnett, the City Editor wants 
to see you," shouted Davy the copy- 
boy as he carried a basket of papers through 
the newsroom of the Standard. "And he says 
for the great crime reporter to make it fast." 

Ty Burnett, tall, lanky crime reporter for 
the Standard for the past five years, plunked 
out the last sentence of his story, tore the 
yellow sheet from his banged-up typewriter, 
and pushed himself to his feet slowly — even 
his powerful frame could not hide the weari- 
ness of the motion. 

Turning, he took his coat from its customary 
place over the back of his chair and shouted 
to Davy, "Hey, might as well take this master- 
piece along with those other, works of art." 

''Okay. Mr. Burnett, always glad to oblige 
genius," quipped the freckle-faced copyboy 
smiling. 

"Keep up that smart chatter, Davy, and 
you'll end up an underpaid, overworked, un- 
appreciated crime reporter!" replied the news- 

"Any time you want to change place with 
me, Mr. Burnett," shouted the boy across the 
room, "don't ever hesitate to ask. Anytime, 

"Can that stuff, Davy." grinned the reporter 
wearily, "right now you can get me a package 
of cigarettes, my day only begins when you 
go home! Stick around the office after you 
finish tonight, and I'll give you a taste of the 
easy life of a crime reporter." 



Burnett pushed open the door marked City 
Editor and entered the busy inner sanctum of 
Burton Gooden. Gooden was on the phone. 
Looking up he waved to Ty to take a chair, 
and continued with his telephone conversation. 

"Yeah, yeah. Another food robbery! Looks 
like the same gang? Yeah. Brown, big trucker, 
warehouse at Tenth and Manchester. Right, 
Charlie. I'll send Burnett down immediately!" 

"Did you get that, Burnett?" Gooden looked 
up as he slammed the receiver down. "That 
was Charlie Kasner over on the east side." 

"I got it. I'll hop over there and see what 
cooks," answered the tall thin reporter, Whose 
exploits during the past five years on the 
Standard had earned him the name "Hunch." 
* You know, E.G., these food robberies are big- 



time stuff," he continued. "The police have 
combed and checked every grocer and restau- 
rant in town. Every outgoing truck is being 
stopped. Yet the gang is getting rid of the 
food somewhere within the city. Fresh vege- 
tables don't stay fresh forever! And the gang 
must be putting the pressure on — the cops find 
that the owners of every restaurant they check 
are afraid to talk." 

1 "Sure, sure, Burnett." snapped Gooden, 
lighting another cigarette, "but we knew that 
two weeks ago. Yet. there was another robbery 
last night! What are you planning to do about 
it — sit here and discuss your hunch?" 

"But I still think my hunch is good — espe- 
cially with this latest haul," interrupted the 
reporter. "They'll have to contact the large 
chain restaurants in order to get rid of the 
stuff. The small places just couldn't use that 
much food. There's where my hunch cornea 

"Leighton?" Gooden asked without enthusi- 
asm. 

"Yes. Cliff Leighton will certainly cooper- 
ate. He's one of the most respectable guys in 
town. And certainly not a guy who would let 
a bunch of mobsters push him around! Re- 
member the job he did three years ago in 
helping clean up the gang behind the black 
market?" 

"And with Leighton owning half the res- , 
taurants in the city, you think the gang will 
have to approach him sooner or later? And 
then he'll tip off the police?" questioned the 
editor dryly. 

"Tip off your crime reporter, Mr. Gooden, 
and get you a front page scoop!" 

"I'll believe it when I see it," gruffed the 
editor dialing a number on the phone. "Well, 
go to it!" 

Ty Burnett closed the door on the editor's 
last words, "I'll get it!" he mumbled aloud 
as he bumped into Davy, 

"What did you say, Mr. Burnett?" 

"Oh, it's you! Nothing. Oh. want to meet 
me later — about six — at Leighton's on Fifth? 
And, hey, you can bring me my cigarettes 
then." 



Ty Burnett turned abruptly. "No one behind 
me! One-half hour of searching this oversized 
food box would have anybody scared of his 
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own footsteps," he thought. With that, he 
found himself sprawled out on the cement 
floor! He had stumbled over a small packing 
case. "Stupid fool," he murmured angrily. 
Picking himself up, he felt something sharp 
under his hand. "A little gold cobra head- 
ruby eyes — maybe off a cuff link, or tie-clasp. 
Just the thing the best dressed worker'is wear- 
ing with overalls this year . . . might be worth- 
while checking some jewelers tomorrow." 

"Find anything, Burnett?" came the voice 
of Detective Burns from the loading platform. 

"Nope, same old itory," said Burnett, quick- 
ly placing the jewel in his pocket. "Looks like 
the same gang though . . . well, see you 
around." 

"Gee. Mr. Burnett, T thought you'd never 
get here," greeted Davy as Burnett approached 
him in the mirrored lobby of Leighton's." 

"Got tied up. Come on in and have a ginger 
ale while I see Leighton." 

"Good evening, Mr. Burnett," smiled the 
headwaiter. "You can go right in to see Mr. 
Leighton if you'd like to. I'll tell him you're 
here." 

The reporter made his way through the 
tables with accustomed ease to the office of 
Cliff Leighton. A knock on the heavily-carved 
oak door brought a, "Come right in, Burnett." 

Leighton greeted him warmly and, shaking 
his hand, offered him a chair. It was easy for 
Burnett to sink into the deep comfortable red 
leather. "You wouldn't have to beat me over 
the head to spend a day in this plush setup," 
he thought to himself as he looked about the 
office. 

"Relax, Ty. You've been working too hard." 
Leighton's words brought Burnett back to his 
problem. "Don't worry, the gang has to ap- 
proach our chain. You know my feelings re- 
garding this sort of thing, and you can depend 
upon me for my fullest support ... in spite 
of any risk!" 

"I know ," and with that Ty was inter- 
rupted by the sharp ringing of Leighton's 
phone. 

"Excuse me, Ty," Leighton reached across 
the desk for the phone. 

The reporter took in with a glance the finely- 
tailored tweeds, carefully-trimmed mustache, 
and well-manicured nails of the man sitting 
before him. 

"Could you wait around for about 3 half 
hour and have dinner with me?" Leighton 
asked as he placed the phone on the hook. 
"Two of my managers are here to see me and 
I'm rather anxious . . 
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Getting up, the reporter nodded, "Sure, I'll 
meet you out in the lounge," and he made his 
way out hurriedly as the two men entered. 

Burnett watched the men leave Leighton's 
office, pass clumsily through the small passage 
between the tables, and leave by way of the 
side door. He slipped out the front door and 
met the two figures as they emerged from the 
side alley. 

Approaching them quietly, he whispered, 

"Leighton asked me lo tell ." As they 

stopped, he ordered, "Okay, hold it you guys, 
I have you covered!" 

"What have you got on us?" snarled the 
smaller one. 1 

"Plenty," snapped Burnett, "Leighton just 
tipped off the cops that you were forcing 
stolen food on him. He pegged you two as 
top men," 

"Why. that dirty doublecrosser," roared the 
big one, "heV tb,e brains of the outfit. Why 
should we take the rap?" 

"You don't have to! Be smart and tell me 
where the stuff is!"- Burnett roared back. 

"That no good Leighton . . . it's over in 
Leighton's warehouse, We only arranged to 
get rid of the stuff for . . ." 

"Get the police, Davy!" Burnett shouted to 
the startled copyboy. "and have them check 
up on our friend's hoard at his warehouse. I'll 
make sure Leighton doesn't skip. You can ask 
for a cop to take care of these two respectable 
citizens, too. Get going!" 

DAVY sat on the edge of Ty Burnett's 
desk, avidly reading the crime reporter's 
front page scoop plastered under the banner 
headline of the Standard. Leighton had con- 
fessed after the police had found the stolen 
food at the warehouse. 

"How did it feel being a reporter, Davy?" 
"Great, jnst great." a puzzled expression 
wrinkled the copyboy's freckled face. "But 
there's one thing I can't figure out. How did 
you know Leighton was the brains of the 
gang?" 

Burnett smiled. "Simple, Davy, when Leigh- 
ton reached for the phone, I noticed one of 
his cuff links was missing a jewel. When 1 
saw the other link matched the cobra head 
I found in the warehouse, I knew Leighton 
was the boss and I played a hunch." 

"Here!" Burnett dug into his coat pocket 
and tossed a tiny gold object to the grinning 
youth. "Keep it as a memento of your first 
beat." 

THE END 



Get this Official 
teocky"Lane Posse 
Shoulder Patch 



only 



10 



WITH ONE LASH 
FROM CARNATION 
-WAITED MILK 



"ROCKY" lANI-Sior of Salt Lake Raiders. 
Don't miss this thrilling i 

Republic Pictures production. 

# Brilliant colors 
withstand at least 
10 to 15 washings 




Applied in i 
colored garment by ma 
hoi iron method. Apply 



"It tells at a glance you're a pal 
of. mine. Make your friends envious. 
Be the first in your gang to wear 
my official Posse Shoulder Patch. 
And say, pardner, we hard ridin' 
posse members got to have plenty 



of energy. So fuel up regularly 
with my favorite . . . Carnation 
Malted Milk. Make 'em right at 
home-easily, quickly, often. Tell 
Mom to get Carnation Malted Milk 
at her grocer's today. And send for 
my official "Rocky" Lane Posse 
Shoulder Patch right away.'"' 
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,„ hat's wrong with 
everybody? That's 

What CAPTAIN MAftVSt JFK. 

would LiKe to Know.' But 
this is onLy a sampLe of 
what happens in the amaz- 
ing adventure of 
the bird peopL ' 
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